Rope.
Bone.
Glass.
Hook, I think.
Nylon. Sand.
Peau de soie.
Chunk.
In the night, on the skin, erasable, rinsible. Or only in the skull.
Imagine.
The smell of these things was a whole other story.
I could be that discreet.
Here is how it was another way in our town, in any icy season (puddly fall; the holidays?glint, glint and breakage, scouting for the egg in the shy grass): scraped and dug. Glare. Glare. Any house in our town was sealed.
Any words in our town were used. Any sorrow underfoot. 
